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in Hyderabad. It had been built two centuries
and a half earlier by the Shah Muhamed II.,
and long abandoned. Then a cotton-toll agent
or collector takes up his abode there, a creature
of uncommon tastes in his way, and given to
look for wonders in his experience ; and it is he
who tells the tale, though in no more romance-
befitting a place than the waiting-room at a
railway station.
He is first made aware of something unusual
when he has taken a chair down to the lowest
step of the long palace stairs one evening to sit
by the water. He notices "the dense sweet
aroma of mint, anise, and wild basil" that floats
down from the neighbouring hills. The sun
goes ; a tall drop-scene of deep shadow falls on
the last of the day's pageant; and he starts up
with the intention of a ride in the cool evening,
when he hears footsteps. He looks up, and
sees nobody; and goes back to his seat. But
more, and yet more, footfalls sound as if a
whole troop of girls, merry and light-footed, are
running down to the river to bathe. And next,
although the stream remains still, it is certain
that the bathers are swimming there and ruffling
the water, and throwing up the spray like hand-